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Queen, Ariel". Her fresh lisping voice, too, trained
though it was to linger cooingly on the syllables in the
approved Devonshire House manner, was a child's
voice; "Lady Caroline", said an irritated rival, "baas
like a little sheep". Nor did her exterior belie what lay
within. As much as at fourteen she still loved to gallop
bareback, to dress up in trousers, to lose herself in day-
dreams; when the fit took her she screamed and tore
her clothes in ungovernable rage. No one could have
been less like the conventional idea of a young lady.
On fire for the dramatic, the picturesque, the ideal,
openly at war with the tame and the trivial, at every
turn she flouted convention; would rush into the street
dressed anyhow, spoke her mind with enfant terrible
candour, plunged straight into the subjects which
interested her, regardless of the formalities of polite
conversation. As for orthodox feminine employments,
gossip, embroidery, they filled her with ineffable con-
tempt. More normal girls like her cousin Harriet
Cavendish, not unnaturally resented this. In fact,
many people thought her tiresome; even her friends
admitted she was difficult. Yet they forgave her
everything. The Fairy Queen cast a spell, which, for
those on whom it worked, was not to be resisted. It
came partly from the sheer spontaneous intensity of
her temperament. In each changing mood, her gusts
of irresponsible gaiety, the trembling sensibility
8?